The Hifftrie cf 
And conies notin,ouer-ruIde by prophecies, 

I feare, the power of Percy is too weake. 

To wage an inftant triaD with the King. 

, Sir Til. Why, my good Lord, you needc not feare. 

There is Dougl.is,and Lord Mortimer. 

No, Mortimer is not there* 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord ofWorcefter, and a head 
Of gallant warrioiirs,noble gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is,but yet the king hath drawnc 
The fpeciall head ofall the land together^ 

The Prince ofWalcs, Lord lohn of Lancafter, 

The noble Weftmcriand, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and dearc men 
Ofefli •nation,and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not , my L. they fliali be well oppos’d 

Arch. I hope no Icffc, yet, needful! f is to feare, 

And to preuent the worft, Gr Mighell, fpecdc: 

For if Lord Percy thriuc not.c’re the king 
Difmiflc his power, he meanes to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confederacy, 

Andjt’is but wifedorae,to make ftrong againfi hims 
Therefore make hafte, I muft go write againc 
To other friends, and (b farewell, fir Mighell, Exeunt. 

Enter the Kin^, Trince of fVales, Lord lohn ofluncAfier, Earle 
efWtfiwerlandfSir Walter Blunt ^ndEa!ftai§'e, 

King. How bloudily the funne begins to peare, 

Abouc yon bushy hill, the day lookes pale 
At his difiemperature. 

T^rin, The Southeren wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And, by the hollow whiffling in the leaues, 

Foretcls a tf mpeft and a bluftring day. 

King. TheiijWiththeloferslet itfimpathize, 

For nothing can feeme fbule to thofe that winne* 

Thety wnpet founds. Enter Worcefier. 

King. How now, my Lord of Worcefier? t’is not 
That you and I Ihould aicctc vpon fitch tearmes 
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ETenr)/ the fourth. 

As now we meete. You hauc decciu’d our trufi, 

And made vs doffe our eafie robes of peace, 

To crulli our old limmcsin vngentle ftcelc: 

This is not well,my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againc vnknit 
This churlifli knot of all abhorred war? 

And niouc in that obedient orbe againc. 

Where you did giue a fail e and naturall light, 

And be no more an exhal d meteor, 

A prodigicoffcarc,and a portent 
Ofbrochcd roifchietc to the vnbornc times? 

Wor, Hearemc,my Liege; 

For mine ownc part,I could be well content, ’ 

To entertainc the 1^ end of my life 
With quiet hourcs.ror I proteft, 

/hauc not fought the day of this diflike. 

King You haue not fought it ; how comes it then? 
Ea(. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it, 

Prin. Peace,chewet, peace. 

Wor. /t pleas’d your Maiefiie to turne yout lookcs 
Offauour,fiom my felfe,'and all our houfe, 

And yet/muft remember you, my Lord: 

We were the firfi and dearefi ofyour fiiends, 

' Foryou my fiaffe of office did Ibreake 
In Richards time, and pofied day and night 
To meete you on the way, and kiffc your hand. 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing fo firongand fortunate at I. 

was my fcife, my brother and hisfonne, 

That brought you home,and boldly did outdate 
The dangers of the time. Y ou fwore to vs, 

A^ you did fweare that othe at Dancafier, 

That you did nothing purpofe gainfi the ftate. 

Nor claitne no further , then your new falne right, 
he feate of Gaunt, Dukedomc of Lancafier: 

I fhiSjWe fwore our aidtbut in fhort fpace 
t lamd downe fortune fhowring on your head; 
hdfuchafloudo f grcatncllc fell on you, 
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